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Summary: "You've got to be fuckin' kiddin' me!" Shitty was gaping at 
the Haus with undisguised horror before yelling loud enough to wake 
up the whole house. "All right, who the fuck managed to piss of the 
whole fuckin' Women's Hockey Team! Because I really want to know what 
you did because we need to serve them one better!" (A Check Please 
f anf ic) 


1 . Jamie 

* *Disclaimer : Check Please! belongs to Ngozi Ukazu** 

* *Cold-Blooded : Chapter One: Jamie** 

**AN: Because I really needed a fic of the Female and Male Samwell 
Hockey Teams going head to head, and, you know, if there's some 
forbidden romance, well, you know me, I'm all for that. Also, this is 
my first fic in present tense, so there are likely to be some slip 
ups . ** 

**For the time being this was only going to be posted on my A03 
because ffnet doesn't have anything for CP, but now it will be under 
Misc Comics . * * 

**The Female Hockey Team of Samwell is epic and should not be 
underestimated. ** 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>James Rinksy is not the name you give a girl who prefers her feet 
to be in skates and hockey stick in her hands, that much Jamie was 
certain of, even after so many years had passed since the day she had 
been gifted that name . <p> 

It's her father's fault, she knows, but her mother is also partly to 
blame as well, after all, she's the one that agreed to name their 
daughter James of all things. 



But still, Jamie's mother is the one who started it all, her love for 
the ice. Estelle Moreau was a young child when her parents had 
immigrated from France to the United States and French was as thick 
in her blood as it was in her mouth. She had started off her career 
as a figure skater and her fame had only grown with her, then she'd 
met Jamie's father (her manager, now that was a bit scandalous) and 
settled down with him and Jamie. 

"_Ma ChA©rie_, " Jamie's mother would say, "one day you will be as 
good as I was . " 

It was an enormous amount of pressure, how her mother expected her to 
take after her without considering that Jamie might want something 
else for herself. But Jamie didn't care about performing, she cared 
about having fun on the ice. 

By the time she was seven years old those games on the ice she'd once 
played with her mother were distant memories and her muscles burned 
from the countless drills she'd been subjected to. 

Her parents were by no means cruel, but they did have certain 
expectations of their only child. Jamie was treasured and pampered, 
but not over-indulged a€"Estelle still remembered what it was like 
when she was young with her parents struggling to get bya€" and Jamie 
liked it when her parents were proud of her, and they were never more 
proud than when Jamie was doing twirls on the ice. 

There was a certain beauty to figure skating, but Jamie couldn't help 
gasping in delight and loosening her grip on her mother's hand to 
squash her face against the glass, looking down at the ice rink where 
an ice hockey scrimmage was going on. 

Her eyes were wide as she watched the puck shoot over the ice, 
parried from one player to next, with one even being forced into the 
vibrating glass. It was harsh and fast and set her heart 
ablaze . 

"Come along, Jamie, " her mother had said, clear disapproval in her 
voice, tangling her fingers in Jamie's wild, frizzy curls that Jamie 
had been too feverish in her efforts to leave the house that morning, 
her worn skates over her shoulder and the door swinging in her 
wake . 

So Jamie had pulled herself from the glass with regret, giving it one 
last look over her shoulder before her mother took her to start 
practice once more. 

But Jamie is eighteen now and the innocence and willingness to bend 
to her parents' wishes has faded with time. 

Her skates are still resting next to her bed with her hockey stick 
tucked slightly underneath it, worn down and ready to be grabbed at a 
moment's notice, there are pictures plastered to her wall that her 
mother still clucks her tongue at and her best friend Zoe Mokana 
laughs at, calling it her hipster expression, there are awards and 
trophies along her desk and mounted on the wall, the earlier ones for 
figure skating and the later ones for ice hockey. 

"_Bro_, " Zoe says from her position with her legs crossed in the 



circular chair that swings from the ceiling of Jamie's attic room, 
"have you seen these facebook posts that Lottie's made? Like _damn_, 
her girlfriend is _hella fine!"_ 

Jamie arches an eyebrow before releasing a sharp chuckle. Charlotte 
"Lottie" Lorrtaine was the captain of their hockey team during a 
summer scrimmage that combined every girl with an interest in hockey 
in the tri-state area. Lottie was from Iowa and was out and proud, 
even if her parents were less than pleased to have a lesbian for a 
daughter, but Lottie had moved out first chance she got, cutting off 
all connections with them. 

"What's her girlfriend's name?" Jamie asks, furrowing her brow 
slightly in confusion. "Lily?" 

"Yup, " Zoe says, popping the 'p'. "She's a D-man too at Samwell 
UniversityaC | apparent ly they're quite the team." Zoe waggles her 
eyebrows for emphasis and Jamie laughs, but its cut short with a 
warning of: "Mail's here!" 

The mail truck shouldn't cause her so much alarm, but it still does, 
and it has since the day Jamie sent out her application. 

Her parents work late, which is a good thing, because they still have 
no idea that their daughter has applied to a college instead of 
intending to go to prospect camp for figure skating, like they'd 
wanted her to after she graduates from college. 

But Jamie still leaps off the bed, disregarding her laptop in favor 
of racing to the door and out onto the grass on her bare feet to 
eagerly grasp the mail from the comfortably perplexed mailman (who 
has perhaps gotten a bit too used to such behavior from her in the 
past week) , before rushing inside to flick through the mail 
feverishly . 

And there it is, the last envelope, bearing Samwell University's seal 
with the name _James Rinksy_ clear on the envelope. 

Jamie's heart flies to her throat as she drops the rest of the mail 
on the kitchen table before racing up the stairs to where Zoe is 
waiting for her, eyes bright and positively gleeful, like she already 
knows what's inside. 

"Open it, open it!" Zoe bobs excitedly on her feet and Jamie tries 
hard not to roll her eyes before she complies to her best friend's 
demands, ripping the envelope open, but before she can grab the paper 
within, it's in Zoe ' s hands, her eyes flashing over it. 

"Dear James Rinksy, " she reads out loud, "we are pleased to inform 
you that you have been accepted to Samwell University! Oh, girl, I 
_knew_ you ' d do it ! " 

A beaming smile split Jamie's face. 

"Oh, look! They offered you a hockey scholarship if you play for 
Samwell 's Women's Hockey Team!" 

"Urn, is that even a fucking question?" Jamie laughs, grasping the 
letter from her best friend's hand, reading over its contents before 
her face fell. 



"What is it?" Zoe asks. 


"I'm going to have to tell Maman, " Jamie sighs, falling onto her back 
with an exaggerated flump that was more impressive from the floor 
than it would have been if she crumpled against her bed. "She is 
_not_ going to be pleased." 

"What can she do?" Zoe asks, quirking an eyebrow. "You're eighteen, 
you can make your own choices." 

But Jamie isn't so sure. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>When she tells them that she's going to college a€"in 
Massachusetts, no lessa€" there is utter silence and she's quite 
certain that she's never seen her parents quite so stunned. <p> 

"_Ma ChAOrie, her mother says in that kindly tone of hers that had 
always made Jamie steel herself, "you don't need to go to college, 
you're going to prospect camp in the summer for figure 
skating . " 

Jamie's teeth grit behind her teeth but she doesn't back down. "I 
don't want to be a figure skater, Maman," she responds, "I want to be 
a nurse and I want to play hockey!" 

Nursing had come as a bit of a surprise to Jamie, but the first time 
she had picked up a book on anatomy, she found that she couldn't put 
it down. Jamie had learned enough from her injuries in hockey and 
figure skating to know that she wanted to spend the rest of her life 
fixing people up, diagnosing their ills, and listening to them 
describe their signs and symptoms. 

"JamieaC"" Estelle starts to say, but Jamie cuts her off. 

"I don't care about what you wanted me to do," she says stiffly, 
fortified by the idea of college, of becoming a nurse, of a puck 
shooting across the ice. "This is my choice and come June, Zoe and I 
are leaving for Massachusetts." 

And with that, she stalks up to her room to finish the last of her 
homework before class starts the next day, it is only when she is 
halfway through her history questions that there is a polite knock on 
her door and Jamie raises her eyes over her book to narrow them at 
her father. 

Jacob Rinksy gives his daughter a light smile as the door opens a 
crack. "Can I come in?" he asks. 

Jamie gives an annoyed huff, but she doesn't tell him no, which is as 
good as giving him permission, so her father enters, shutting the 
door carefully behind him to cross to sit on the edge of her bed, 
where she continues to ignore him. 

"I know you must find your mother a bit_ trying_ sometimes, but she 
only means the best," her father says and Jamie grumbles. 

"It's my life," she replies, repeating Zoe's words, "I can make my 



own choicesa€ | you knew how serious I was about hockey when I asked 
for lessons . " 

"I think your mother always hoped you would grow out of that," he 
admits before grimacing, "I'll admit I'm still not sure you have what 
it takes to play so hard in a contact sport at college level." 

Jamie doubts he realizes that his words are the equivalent of 
stabbing a knife in her chest and twisting. 

"But," he continues, "I've been to all of your games, and I've seen 
your determinat iona€ | I don't think there's anything else you'd rather 
do on the ice than hockey, and you are gooda€ | so I believe your 
mother will relent, given how many figure skating competitions she's 
had you in over the years . " 

A grunt of annoyance leaves Jamie's lips before she can stop it. 

Jamie has lost count how many skin-tight skating dresses she has been 
forced into over the years, all because her mother is the famous 
Estelle Moreau who wants her daughter to go as far as she did and 

make it to Olympic Gold, but Jamie can't care less. 

"So, majoring in Nursing," her father says, drawing Jamie's attention 
back to the here and now. "It'll be hard." 

Jamie shrugs. "It's what I want," she says, "and I'm willing to work 
for ita€ | majoring in Nursing and minoring in the Culinary Arts." 

Her father isn't even surprised by the second bit, giving her a smile 

that makes Jamie duck her head to avoid looking at it. 

"Grand-mA”re Marceline would've been proud," is all he says, and, 
wistfully, Jamie knows he's right. 

Her mother's mother had passed away a few months past, old age, her 
mother had said, but Marceline Moreau was as healthy as a horse. When 
Jamie had found out, she had cried for days, refusing to leave the 
safety of her room, forcing Zoe to resort to grabbing her schoolwork 
and taking it to her after each day. Marceline Moreau was a great 
chef right up until the day she died and it was that memory that 
caused Jamie to choose a minor. 

She is a fair cook, but far better from scratch, though her cooking 
sometimes cause chaos (of course, all these cases are well documented 
and usually have something to do with a mishap of flour) , but she 
wants to learn more about it, and if there's something that Jamie 
likes to do, it is learn new things. 

"I know," she says out loud after the longest stretch of time has 
passed and her father cups her cheek and kisses her brow, before 
leaving her on her own. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p> Jamie ' s phone buzzes and she smiles, thinking its Zoe.<p> 

_J, I miss you_, the text reads and Jamie goes positively white. 


But it isn't the only one she receives. 



_I ' m sorry about everything. _ 

_I love you._ 

Fear strangled Jamie of her breath and she didn't sleep a wink. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"You look like shit, " is how Zoe greets her the next day and 
Jamie certainly feels like it. "But, like, emotional shit, not like 
you woke up exhausted shit."<p> 

"Woke up?" Jamie quirks an eyebrow, but it only makes her look even 
more exhausted. "You're joking, right? I haven't been to bed 
yet . " 

And that's what catches Zoe's attention, her eyes sharpening as she 
takes in her friend, opening her mouth to ask her what kept her awake 
all night, but Jamie just simply hands over her phone and Zoe takes 
it without a word, opening the messages that her friend 
indicated . 

Then her lip curls in outrage. "How the actual _fuck_ is this jackass 
finding out what your number is?" she demands, but Jamie can only 
shrug helplessly. 

She's changed her number three times since then, but every time she 
thinks she can finally sleep at night, she gets a new message. 

"I'll get you another new number," Zoe promises, her brother being 
rather skilled in such matters and kind enough not to ask too many 
questions . 

"Don't bother," Jamie sighs, "I'll burn through it before 
graduat iona€ | I ' m just going to wait three months until then and then 
get a new onea€ | besides , if I keep changing my number my parents are 
going to notice." 

"Or, you could just tell them that that fucker is stalking you, " Zoe 
hisses under her breath. "Seriously, I want to brain him with my 
hockey stick, in fact, that's what _I ' 11_ do the next time I see 
him. " 

Jamie is flattered, but it doesn't help matters. 

"All I know is that we'll be taking summer classes at Samwell so 
we'll be out of here and I can find someone else to latch onto," she 
said, tugging on a few wild and untamed curls that are usually 
straightened when she's at school. 

"Here's to hoping," Zoe says, chewing on the corner of her lip. "But 
how ' d it go with your parents?" 

"Maman's taking some getting used to the idea of me going to 
college, " Jamie admits as she twirls the combination to her locker to 
pull out her stored books, "but Papa is a bit more accept inga€ | do you 
want to get an apartment together?" 

"_Shit, Zoe mutters, smacking her forehead with her hand. "I can't 
believe I didn't think about room and boarda€ | the dorms aren't open 



during the summer." 

Jamie pulls out a thin folder and hands it to Zoe who takes it with a 
bit of confusion. Inside are several apartments, but Zoe isn't 
certain she should call them apartments, given that they're far more 
luxurious than the one she's lived in since her family moved to 
Illinois back when she was ten. The Rinksys, on the other hand, are 
no stranger to luxury, and that has always been evident; in how Jamie 
talks, in the house the Rinksys live in, in the quality of Jamie's 
possessions . 

But Zoe would never trade Jamie's family's wealth for the 
extraordinary amount of pressure she was put under as a rising star 
in the figure skating world. She probably would have cracked with 
Jack Zimmermann. 

The options in the folder were expensive but spacious with two 
separate rooms, a large kitchen, living room, and dining room, and an 
area that had been marked with red and listed as 'studio'. 

"My parents are willing to lease an apartment for us for four years 
while we're at Samwell, " Jamie informs her friend brightly, "as a 
graduation present." 

Zoe has always toyed with the idea of living with her best friend 
after high school, even more so when they'd both applied to the same 
college, but she had never imagined that it might come to fruition. 
"Wait, " she says, blinking a few times, stunned realization washing 
over her, "this is serious, you're _serious."_ 

"Well, technically, _they ' re_ serious," Jamie points out, "seeing as 
they're the one footing the bill." 

"_You ' re the best fucking best friend ever! Zoe yells suddenly, 
wrapping around Jamie like an eel and causing several students 
passing by to jolt in surprise both at the loudness of her voice and 
at her swearing. 

It came as no surprise that a second later Zoe is handed a detention 
for her foul language. 

"Worth it, " Zoe mouths behind the irate teachers back and Jamie 
snorts, before schooling her expression into one of picture 
politeness when the teach turns around to survey her. 

But they both still share a glance when she walks away, struggling to 
contain their laughter. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The texts increase and Jamie starts keeping it turned off, only 
using the home phone if she needs to make calls and making sure all 
the doors and windows are locked when she's home alone. <p> 

But she still has dreams, nightmares, really, of fingers tracing down 
her leaving trails of ice over her skin, and sometimes she can still 
taste the kiss of his lips on hers. 


Jamie knows she has the worst taste in men, but she didn't expect her 
decision to date him would actually give her nightmares. Besides, her 



parents wouldn't be pleased to find out she'd dated a fellow 
contestant when she was seventeen. 


But Jamie still has Zoe and Zoe keeps her grounded, and that 
knowledge allows her a breath of relief. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Graduat ion day is nothing if not exciting, and Jamie is the first 
to admit it, a deep blue dress under her impossibly blue robes, her 
tassel swinging in front of her face as she moved, walking with her 
arm looped with Zoe's, her hidden dress a pattern of green leaves on 
white, eagerness and fear of tripping over her feet the only thing 
keeping her standing upright. <p> 

"Can you believe it?" Zoe squeals excitedly. "We're done! And in two 
days we're road tripping to Massachusetts!" 

"I hope you are aware that we'll be in a car together for more than 
fifteen hours for that," Jamie mentions with a snort. 

It was decided that the girls would be driving to college because 
getting gas for the car was far less expensive than taking a plane, 
besides, the car had more space for them to carry what Zoe's brother 
deemed to be all their 'shit'. 

"Details, details," Zoe says airily, "we'll be sleeping in shifts, 
bro, it's no issue." 

Jamie rolls her eyes up towards the bright blue sky, but she can't 
hide the grin on her face and they enter the huge auditorium, taking 
note of how it's decked out in their school's colors, blue and black. 
Jamie and Zoe split off to take their seats in separate rows, waving 
to some of the graduating members of their school's co-ed hockey 
team . 

Only five of them were seniors, though, but at least next year there 
will be some new blood on the team. 

The stands are already full of people but Jamie couldn't have told 
you where her parents were sitting for the life of her, there were 
just too many people in the stands. The music dulls and the 
valedictorian stepped forward to speak, but Jamie hardly remembered 
any of the words, mostly because she finds herself drifting off a bit 
with the monotone sound of his voice that did little to help her 
sleepiness . 

Then he stops speaking and their principal steps forward to hand the 
graduating class their diplomas and slowly, line by line, the 
students' names are announced, with their hands shaken, before moving 
off the stage. 

Zoe's name is announced, penetrat ingly clear: "Zoe Mokana." 

And Zoe very nearly prances to grasp her diploma, her smile blinding, 
but it's still two more rows before Jamie is standing, waiting for 
her name to be called, and thena€" "James Rinksy." 

She still doesn't like her name, but at least there's a diploma and a 
completed high school education to it, so Jamie smiled and shakes her 



principal's hand before stepping off the stage and breathing a sigh 
of relief. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>Two days later Jamie might be seriously regretting her life 
choices, but she'll never admit it. Her car, new as of her 
seventeenth birthday, is completely stuffed with her and Zoe's 
necessities, but Jamie swears that Zoe's art supplies are the things 
taking up the most space in the car .<p> 

"Worst case scenario, " Jamie pipes up once they manage to shut the 
trunk with a bit of combined effort, "all that paint you've got 
stored in your bags will melt all over your clothes." 

Zoe gives her a glare that lacks fire. "I will have you know," she 
sniffs, "all of my paints are secured so they couldn't spill even if 
they_ wanted_ to ! " 

Jamie rolls her eyes up at the sky, leaning against the back of her 
car in apparent exhaustion that is clearly faked. 

"I'm going to miss being here," Zoe laments after a moment, to which 
Jamie retorts_: "I'm not ! "_ 

"That's because you've only got your parents living here," Zoe points 
out, "my sister isn't even in high school yet!" 

"A pity," Jamie says and Zoe digs an elbow into her friend's side, 
but it does little to quiet her laughter, but the next second it 
doesn't matter because Jamie's parents have come to see them off, 
bearing gifts: several boxes of oreos that Jamie grabs immediately, 
her eyes wide. 

"Mr. and Mrs. Rinksy, thanks so much for the apartment," Zoe bubbles 
as she throws her arms around the two that she's possibly seen almost 
as much as her own parents since she and Jamie first became friends. 
"I owe you free art for life." 

Jamie listens to her mother and father assure her that it isn't 
necessary, but Zoe is nothing if not insistent, and Jamie hastily 
places the box in the backseat of the car, half of which is reserved 
for treats and drinks for the road. Then she ducks out, her 
sunglasses perched on her nose to keep herself from being blinded by 
the sunlight. 

"We'll call you when we get there," Jamie promises her parents, 

giving them each a hug, before giving her mother an extra squeeze 

with a whisper of "thank you" that was for her ears only. 

Her mother responds with a hug that was almost painfully tight, a 
murmur of French in her ear, before the pair parts and Jamie and Zoe 
settle themselves in their seats. 

"Ready to be officially considered a college girl?" Zoe asks, 
grinning widely. 

"Fuck, no, " Jamie says, starting the car and pulling them out onto 

the street, heading off into the unknown, heading off for Samwell 

University . 



**AN: The girls might meet the WHT (Women's Hockey Team) next 
chapter, but even if they don't, I guarantee you that when they do 
show up, it'll be epic.** 

**Zoe and Jamie are in the same year as Holster, Ransom, and Lardo, 
and Lardo and Zoe get to be art buddies and trade secrets from each 
hockey team . * * 

**Jamie's ex will show up at some point, but mostly you'll see good 
old Samwell U fun timesa€|I know I'm really going to enjoy writing 
Shitty, that motherfucker is a god.** 


2. Arrival at Samwell 

* *Disclaimer : Ngozi Ukazu owns Check Please!** 

* *Cold-Blooded : Chapter Two: Arrival at Samwell** 

**AN: Guess who's showing up this chapter! It's Ransom before he and 
Holster become bros ! I also just really like the idea of Ransom and 
Jamie taking some science classes together.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>The ride is long and exhausting and Jamie drives for most of it, 
but that's mostly because the car's hers and Zoe once busted her 
tail-light. Zoe says it's because she's a control freak, but Jamie 
tends to ignore that . <p> 

It's almost one in the morning now and they've finally reached 
Massachusetts, for which Jamie can't help but be grateful for, 
because a fifteen hour long drive is rather exhausting, among other 
things . 

Zoe is fast asleep in the passenger's seat beside her, her dyed blue 
hair in a messy knot on top of her head that is almost completely 
undone, breathing in and out evenly as Jamie makes a series of turns, 
following the GPS to the apartment they had leased. 

The apartment complex is outside of Samwell University, but that had 
been expected, since it wasn't a part of the dorms or the apartments 
that were on campus. Still, it wasn't that far off campus. It would 
probably be a better option for them to walk to school than drive, 
Jamie presumes. 

The traffic light flashes red and Jamie slows to a stop, even though 
they're the only ones out on the road at a time this early in the 
morning . 

Zoe stirs faintly in her sleep, but her eyes don't open, which is 
fine because she doesn't even need to be awake until they actually 
reach the apartment complex, and that's still a few minutes out. 

The GPS is the only bright light in the car barring the lights behind 
the steering wheel that show the amount of gas left in the tank, 
whether the car needs an oil change, and the like. The volume on the 
GPS is now almost completely down and has been for hours, since 
around eleven o'clock when Zoe and Jamie had made the switch from 



passenger to driver. 


The path to the apartment is illuminated in violet and the car on the 
screen moves about as slowly as Jamie's car does, which sounds about 
right . 

They pass several fast food joints but they don't stop. They'd eaten 
dinner late, mostly because of wanting to get through most of the 
driving before hand and Jamie's rather determined to reach the 
apartment before using the long-needed bathroom. 

"_You have arrived at your dest inat ion_, " the GPS utters quietly, and 
Jamie pulls into the designated parking lot, pausing at the un-manned 
booth that prevented them from going too far in without the proper 
code or payment . 

Jamie rolls down the window in order to punch in 4-4-7-9 in the 
keypad. There is a green light that gleams briefly before the long 
cylinder draws upwards and Jamie can drive slowly into the lot 
designated for her and Zoe's apartment. 

Zoe is still fast asleep, but she jolts as Jamie reaches out a hand 
to nudge her friend into consciousness. 

"Hey," Jamie says softly. "We're here, time to wake up." 

A groan passes from Zoe's lips before her eyes even flutter open. 

"Are we there yet?" she asks, her words slurred with 
sleep . 

"Something like that," Jamie replies with a light grin. "C'mon, we 
should probably get most of our stuff upstairs before we hit the 
sack . " 

"_Ugh_a€ | why? " Zoe bemoans as Jamie cuts the ignition, pulling the 
keys out and opening the door to hoist herself out to stand on the 
asphalt. "Let's just, you know, pass out, yeah, that's a 
plan . " 

Jamie rolls her eyes towards the open sky. "I don't know about you, 
but I'd rather have all my things behind a locked door that isn't as 
easy to break into as a car is." 

Zoe pauses briefly, her brain finally starting to function. "Oh," she 
says, "that might actually be a good idea." 

Jamie's lips curl, even as she watches Zoe take her water bottle and 
just splashes the water in her face, which was rather effective in 
shocking her awake, even if it was only for a short while. 

"All right, all right, I'm up," Zoe says, blinking rapidly and 
shaking her head to clear away any vestiges of sleep. 

"It's going to take us a few trips to get everything to the 
apartment, " Jamie concedes a moment later as she opens the trunk of 
the car, surveying just how many things they would need to bring up 
to the apartment . 


"No, shit . " 



Jamie ignores her, taking the largest of her bags with Zoe following 
suit, tucking her bags under her arms while following after Jamie as 
she made her way towards the parking lot ' s door that led into the 
apartment complex (there's another door at the front, but its far 
easier to take the one closer to the car) . Jamie struggles briefly 
with getting the key into the door, but then they find themselves 
walking into a spacious lobby. 

"Classy, " Zoe mentions as the press on the elevator button to take 
them up. "But, I should have expected that, I mean, your parents are 
paying for it, and they're loaded." 

Jamie can't help but give a sigh at that. "My parents aren't 
_loaded,_" she protests as the doors slide open to allow them 
inside . 

"Bro, " Zoe arches an eyebrow, "your mom is an Olympic gold-medal 
winner and still trains people, while your dad works in management 
for some company that I don't even know how to spell. You could fit 
my room twice over in yours, trust me, you're loaded." 

Jamie can't help the heat rushing to her cheeks, but luckily a€"from 
both the darkened color of her skin compared to Zoe ' s and the dim 
lightingaC" it was harder to see. 

"You can't say that you'd rather be rooming with someone you didn't 
know for the next four years," Jamie points out. "Besides, we'll have 
our own kitchen, our own bathrooms, you'll have a studio to paint 
ina€ | " 

Zoe hums in agreement as the elevator makes a stop at the top-most 
floor, the doors opening, letting the pair leave to make their way to 
room sixty-seven. Jamie twists the key in the key hole, swings the 
door open and flicks on the light switch, allowing both girls to 
stare at the apartment within. 

"Urn, I think your parents might have overdone it just a hint, " Zoe 
mutters to her as they both dump their bags close to the door in 
order to investigate. 

The floor was paneled wood and before them it stretched into what was 
clearly the living room with a fireplace set into the wall, a TV 
mounted above it, with sofas and armchairs strewn around it. The 
balcony was small with the curtains drawn over it. There was a short 
staircase leading up to the studio that Zoe had laid claim on even 
before they'd entered the room as well as a kitchen with an upraised 
counter and a small table to eat at. There were two more doors, 
leading into separate rooms . 

"I call the right one!" Zoe vaults over a couch with surprising grace 
in her haste to reach the door, but Jamie is far more leisure in her 
pace towards her own room, creaking the door open to look 
within . 

The bed was large, taking up most of the room and the bathroom 
connected to it was modest but tasteful. 


Jamie leans against the wall to withdraw her phone from her pocket 
thumbing it on and tapping out the code to unlock it. 



There are seventeen missed calls from an unknown number and 
twenty-two texts unanswered. Jamie deleted them without hardly a 
glance, knowing full well who had sent them to her, and she can't 
help how her traitorous heart races in fear at the very thought of 
him . 

She took in a deep breath, exhaling sharply before hitting the speed 
dial to her mother's cell. 

The ringing echoed in her ear and then a voice answers in sleepy 

worry :_A«_ .Jamie? Are you in Samwell? Did you have any 

problems ? A»_ 

Despite the problems that Jamie sometimes has with her mother, she 
can't help but smile at the relief in her voice and in how she 
unconsciously switches to French when she's feeling anxious, it's a 
habit that Jamie has unfortunately picked up over the 
years . 

_A«Maman, I'm fineA»_ Jamie assures her with a light laugh. _A«Zoe's 
fine too. We didn't stop too many times on the way over, we really 
just wanted to get here so we could collapse in our beds.A»_ 

She can imagine her mother's smile as she speaks again. _A«The drive 
must've been exhausting, but you like the apartment, yes?A»_ 

Jamie gives a small chuckle. _A«The apartment's perfect, MamanaC | and 
we're going to lug everything upstairs before we go to sleep, but 
tomorrow we'll head out to go shopping. A»_ 

_A«You'll call us, won't you?A»_ her mother questions. __A«Even if 
it's for nothing at all? You know your father worries. A»_ 

_A«He worries, or you worry ?A»_ Jamie prompts in amusement and she 
can hear her mother's amusement. 

_A«GoA»_ she says. _A«Get all your things up to the apartment and get 
some rest, Jamie. A»_ 

_A«Goodnight , MamanA»_ Jamie says before shutting off the phone to 
make her way back into the living room to meet up with Zoe. 

"My room, " Zoe says with certainty, "is _killer_ and I know that 
you're jealous." 

"Oh, absolutely, " Jamie responds with glittering eyes before grabbing 
her keychain as they made their way down for round two. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Zoe and Jamie didn't end up getting to sleep until around two 
that morning, which really only felt like one to them, given the hour 
time difference between Massachusetts and Illinois, and, 
subsequently, they only managed to awaken around twelve the next 
day . <p> 

Unfortunately, they didn't have any food, so the first thing they did 
when they wake up, is hop in the shower before taking the car to go 
out shopping. 



They pass two Stop ' n Shops but they're rather small and just a bit 
dubious, so Jamie drives to the first Walmart she sees. 

"All I'm saying," Zoe says as she drops some pop-tarts boxes into the 
cart Jamie's pushing down the aisle, "is that your ex is a royal 
douche, I mean, really a huge _dickwad_ and you're _way_ better 
without hima€"" 

It sounds like Zoe's building up to something so all that Jamie 
offers is a noncommittal grunt of agreement as they move down the 
spice aisle, and then Jamie's grabbing small bottles off the racks. 

If there's one thing her grandmother had taught her, it was an 
appreciation for spice and herbs. 

"But he's back in Illinois, and you're here," Zoe adds, swiping a jug 
of milk and apple juice to add to their growing pile of food. "And 
I'm sure there'll be plenty of guys who'll want to date a fine female 
specimen like yourself." 

Jamie laughs. "_Fine female specimen? she repeats. "Is that the 
best you've got?" 

Zoe gives her a careless shrug. "For now," she says. "Come on, bro, 
you can't let that dick stand in the way of your happiness." 

Jamie expels a sharp sigh as they go through the frozen foods section 
and Zoe grabs a few frozen meals while Jamie pulls out a bag of 
frozen chicken breasts and makes room for it in the cart. "Zoe," she 
says, "your track record for relationships is far better than mine, 
besides, trusting men my age is rather low." 

Braden McGillis had certainly sent it to a record low. 

"Okay, but my girlfriends a€"plus that one dorky boyfriend that we 
will never speak of againa€"" Jamie snorts at how Zoe interrupts 
herself. "a€"were totally _rad _and they didn't waste time dragging 
me down, I've already reached the top." 

Zoe had no shortage of self-esteem, that was to be sure. 

"The thing to take away from this is don't date your competition," 

Zoe mentions, "I mean, that can go only one of two ways, he wins and 
you lose or you win and he loses. Only this time you won, but you 
still lost because he won't leave you the fuck alone." 

"I can handle myself," Jamie insists, maneuvering the bag of red 
potatoes Zoe hands to her so as not to crush anything in the cart. 
"Besides, what's he going to do? Follow me to Samwell?" 

The words were spoken dismissively , but that doesn't stop the brief 
spike of fear in her veins at the mere thought. Her online presence 
had practically vanished since Braden had gotten into her accounts. 
Her twitter, youtube, and facebook accounts had been inactive for 
more than a year, and that was all because of him. 

"Okay, maybe that won't happen," Zoe admits as they draw the cart 
towards the check out. "But live a little, bro! Going out on a few 
dates won't kill you." 

But all that Jamie can do is shrug helplessly as she pulls out her 



card to swipe it and pay for the bulk of their food. 


She can't honestly imagine going on a date when all she can think 
about is his voice in her ear and his fingers digging into her 
wrist . 

Jamie swallows thickly before taking in a deep, calming breath. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Those that were on sports teams moved in a month before class 
started in order to get on top of pre-conditioning, but it was still 
another month out before any of the sports teams were due to show up 
at the university . <p> 

Luckily, there weren't all that many classes held during the summer, 
so it wasn't like there were many students hanging around on 
campus . 

Zoe is off applying for a job at an art shop just off campus when 
Jamie decides to go for a short run around Samwell University. 

The thing that had probably sold Jamie the most on Samwell was its 
size. Jamie had never been a big school kind of person, and state 
universities were just a little too big and too confusing for her. 
Samwell was perfect in that it wasn't small but it wasn't big, it was 
a rather pleasant medium. 

Jamie whips her hair into a tight ponytail at the top of her head, 
though her hair is hardly long enough to be in ponytail, Jamie 
somehow makes it work. She wraps her keychain around her wrist a few 
times before taking off at a brisk jog. 

She hasn't been doing a lot of running lately, especially with 
getting everything packed up from her house to take to the apartment, 
and it's something that she misses; her mother was rather bad about 
keeping up with her training regimen a€"which equal parts hilarious 
and equal parts exasperating when one considers she's a gold medal 
winner from the 01ympicsa€" but her father was always glad for an 
excuse to go out on a run with her, and Jamie still hasn't managed to 
beat him yet . 

"Hey, you're Jamie, right?" 

Jamie stalls at the sudden voice, drawing just short of winding 
around the next corner to look towards the speaker. 

She was a few years older than her with a strawberry blonde braid 
down her back, freckles sprinkled across her nose, with smiling brown 
eyes . 

Jamie remembers her picture from what Zoe had shown her on 
f acebook . 

"You're Lily, right?" she presumes, a little bit breathless from 
jogging but not enough to be struggling to breathe. "Lottie's 
girlfriend? " 

The young woman beamed at the mention of Lottie. "You _are_ Jamie," 
she laughs. "Lottie's told me all about you, it's like you're her 



second coming. 


Jamie becomes just a bit flustered. It's true that Lottie took her 
aside a few times to give her some tips on taking control of the 
group, like a captain should, and Jamie_ had_ been her school's 
captain for a time, but Lottie was more suited for the 
position . 

"Um, " Jamie says after a moment, "thanks." 

Lily smiles. "Got here really early for summer session?" 

"Something like that, " Jamie admits, wiping the back of her hand 
across her forehead; the heat isn't helping her much, but she'll have 
to make do. "Ana&Phys I is all I'm taking right nowa€ | what about 
you? " 

"Oh, I don't have class," Lily says, waving her hands and smiling as 
they walk down the sidewalk. "I usually live in Providence, it's 
about forty minutes away, but things got a bita€ | difficult . " She 
grimaces and Jamie thinks about how many times she'd seen that look 
on Lottie's face. 

"Like Lottie?" she presumes and Lily gives her a regretful 
smile . 

"Not as bad as Lottie's," Lily acquiesces, "but, yeah, my family 
isn't really that accepting of my sexuality. It's why I applied here 
in the first place, you know, Samwell's number one in 
LGBTQ-f riendlya€" " 

"Which explains why Lottie applied, " Jamie says with a bit of 
amusement and Lily grins in agreement. "Is Lottie here? I think Zoe 
said that you two are living together?" 

Zoe knew more about what was going on with Jamie's old friends than 
Jamie, and Zoe preferred to manage than to actually play the game; 
Zoe'd been a great player, but she decided to kick the sport when 
she'd applied for college. 

"Yeah," Lily's cheeks pink a bit bashfully. "Going on a year 
nowa€| she's actually gone home for a short while, trying to make 
things work with her parents, but I'm sure she'll be back soon, I got 
the feeling that her and her dad don't exactly see eye to eyea€ i she 
was mentioning how she was having trouble getting in contact with 
youa€ | " 

Jamie gives a weak shrug. A lot of people were still confused about 
it but Jamie didn't have enough guts to come out and say what was 
happening to her. "I deactivated all of my accounts back when I was 
seventeen and most of the time my phone's off." 

Perhaps something showed on her face when she says that, because 
Lily's brow furrows. 

"So, you're a D-man?" Jamie presumes after they walk in silence for a 
short stint. 

"Probably the first time two D-men are actually sleeping together, " 
Lily remarks, a faint flush marking its way across her cheeks, making 



Jamie glad that her embarrassment is harder to see with her darker 
skin tone. "But yeah, I'm a D-man. What about you? A Forward?" 

"Best place for me, or so I'm told." 

Lily throws her head back and laughs. "Don't worry," she says, 

"you're going to fit right in. Just wait until both hockey teams get 
here, then it'll be total chaos." 

"What ' re you talking about?" Jamie asks flummoxed as they walk along 
North Quad. 

"Oh, the hockey teams have a seriously insane rivalry," Lily snorts. 
"I think it's mostly Shitty's fault, but it could've gone on before 
that, we're not really sure." 

"What kind of name is Shitty?" Jamie's eyebrow arches. 

"No idea," Lily says, "the men's hockey team is a little weird about 
nicknames, I mean, over here we just call you whatever you like, but 
other there they take the first bit of your last name and give it an 
end, it's practically a science, if Shitty's to be believed, which 
I'm not sure he is, but anyways, I don't think anyone really knows 
what Shitty's first name is, everyone just calls him 
Shitty . " 

"Oha€|kay," Jamie draws the word out, her confusion evident. 

"Trust me, girl, " Lily smirks, "we are far less complicated in the 
women's hockey team, and we don't make you drink nearly as much 
beer . " 

Jamie probably wouldn't care either way, it's not like she'd ever 
tried alcohol before. 

"If you say so," Jamie says, still trying to wrap her mind around the 
stream of words that had left Lily's mouth. 

"And the pranks start during pre-conditioning," the look on Lily's 
face is positively devilish now, "so you only get four weeks of peace 
and quiet until hellfire starts raining down." 

"I'll bring an umbrella," Jamie says dryly, making laughter bell out 
from Lily like she can't contain it. 

"Oh, yeah, you'll fit right in," she says before taking off towards a 
small cafA© with large curly lettering that bore: Annie's. "See you 
around! I'll let Lottie know you're in town!" 

Jamie watches her go with a bit of bemusement, her eyes fixing on the 
_Help Wanted!_ sign lodged in the window. She contemplates the idea 
briefly before shaking her head and taking off at a light jog once 
more, the sun beating down on her, running until her lungs burn and 
her muscles ache, and then running just a bit more. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Justin Oluransi is early for class, way early, so early in fact 
that the door is still locked and he has to lean against the wall, 
his book-bag full of BIO 205 's heavy textbook and a few too many 



notebooks waiting to be filled with notes. <p> 

He checks his watch. He's only half an hour earlya€ | shouldn ' t there 
be some people showing up by now? 

A ripple of anxiety runs through him briefly (Maybe he's gone to the 
wrong room, maybe the professor's canceled lecture and he's the last 
one to find out about it) only to calm at the sound of light 
footsteps . 

He looks up to see a girl with a bag over one shoulder and frown on 
her lips as her attention is focused so completely on her phone that 
she almost walked past the room, then she pauses, taking a few steps 
back to look at the room number. 

"Is this BIO 205?" she asks him and Justin gives a nod. 

"It's a bit early," he concedes and she chuckles. 

"No kidding, I was more worried about not being able to find it on 
time." She gives a little shake of her head that moves her shoulder 
and it just slightly dislodges her bag enough for Justin to catch a 
glimpse of the hockey skates she's got packed away inside. 

"You play hockey?" he asks her in surprise. Her frame is more slight 
and small, not what is expected for hockey players. 

"For the women's team," the girl says, "when the rest of them show 
up, I guess . " 

"I'm on the men's team," Justin grins. 

She eyes him suspiciously. "I hear we've got some kind of mad rivalry 
and there are pranks galore." 

He scratches his cheek in surprise. "Well, I haven't heard that one, 
but I haven't seen anyone on the team yeta€|I'm Justin, by the way, 
Justin Oluransi, most people just call me Jay, or Ranser." 

"Jamie," the girl says with a smile, "Jamie Rinksy." 

The name Rinksy sounded a bit familiar but Justin couldn't quite 
place it. 

"I don't suppose you'd want to practice some drills at the rink after 
this?" she asks him. "Lunch isn't for a few more hours and my 
friend's in class until almost twelve." 

"Yeah," he says, "I'm probably getting a little rusty." 

It's a joke, and they both know it; not practicing ice hockey drills 
for a month doesn't even come close to making a player rusty. 

"I look forward to kicking your ass," Jamie says without 
blinking . 

Justin scoffed. "Oh, back at you!" 

And they both grin. 



**AN: Okay, so Jamie's choice of study is actually based off mine, 
because I'm finishing the last of my nursing pre-reqs this semester 
and am starting nursing school in the summer. The first biology class 
I took was BIO 205, so I'm just basing Jamie's class numbers on my 
own. ** 

**Ransom and Jamie as study buddies give me life, particularly since 
I was dying in BIO 205 and could have used a study buddya€|** 

* * As always: PLEASE PLEASE PLEASE REVIEW!** 


End 
f ile . 



